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MaFFlit carioles wineH made some adjustments to the sound levels and 
then paced off the markers on the stage. The trees were turning up their 
leaves and the cold breeze against my face indicated that the sooner we 
got started, the better. The weather was in transition again. I noticed that 
in the diminished light, the curtain seemed to be reflecting the green from 
all around us. I looked down at my arms and the same effect was show- 
ing against my skin Mary smiled acknowledgement from her corner of 
the stage. 

I faced toward the swaying grass. The movement of the hillside caught 
hold of me immediately -- 1 felt it pull against my stomach - but once the 
playback started I had little trouble falling into the correct rhythm, Insects 
in the trees began to organize their shrieks around the activity on stage. 
Presently, our surroundings had settled into smooth synchronization with 
the machines. The shift between recognition and acceptance was instan- 
taneous, complete. 

I noticed after a while that this had all transpired without incident, and so 
with the usual assistance from Mary I began the second phase of the rite. 
Intonation. One voice, then two, joining with the electronic pulses, slip- 
ping into the fold, setting down a canopy atop the invisible scaffolding 
which was still emerging from the loudspeakers. We erected a shelter of 
sound, continuing with the program until almost all movement within sight 
had come to a stop Even the grass had ceased its inverted pendulum 
swing. A single drop of water splashed against my face and I winced al- 
most imperceptibly, but did not waver in my vocalizations. We both turn- 
ed to face the hillside 



Then silence, from the both of us, and all at once it was over. 
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After an indeterminate period, Mary began to extinguish the candles. 
I worked my way around the stage, detaching speakers and re-coiling 
cords and plugs. The hillside below remained resolutely still throughout 
this secondary performance, our movements a sort of encore begging 
the mute appreciation of spring foliage This silent effect would persist 
for weeks before finally returning to normal. Mary and I would fall back 
into our own familiar patterns. Clanging about. We would complain that 
we missed the children, or that the government had evolved beyond all 
recognition. It was comfortable, for the most part. But the trees on the 
hillside were more thoughtful. They would hold still for a few more days, 
perhaps as a reminder of what had already passed. While I might climb 
back up to the stage some afternoon, planning to relax with a book, my 
consciousness of the synchronicity would have already expended itself. 
The resonance would be completely drained. I was sure it would be the 
same for Mary. 

I slept better that night than I had in a long time. A decade. The tempta- 
tion was always to think that if we'd take time out for this observance just 
a little more often, if we'd simply make an effort to keep these sentiments 
in our daily thoughts.. . Well, you know how these things tend to work out. 
The truth is -- and this is as important as any other detail you'd care to fo- 
cus on - the rite was only to be performed once a year. That's how it had 
always been And the tradition, I think, was correct. Well-founded The 
empty spaces were in fact as significant as those caressed by the reso- 
nance of conscious observance. The transition from one state to another 
could only be measured along this sort of blunt, descending staircase. 
Dividing awareness from its counterpart, one state from its successor, 
empty to all filled up. How else could we perceive change at all? 

As the rains started, I scooped up the last of the cables and snapped 
shut the plastic container where they were stored when they were not 
being used. A thoughtful crease appeared along the ridge of my eye- 
brows, and Mary quickly rolled out the awning over the stage, just as the 
downpour really began to break loose. We locked hands and wandered 
the stone pathway back to the house, a silent song on our lips as the rain 
beat clumps of our hair down against our ears. It felt as if we were aging 
in reverse. 

Rainwater spread over the green fallen leaves, sticking them to the con- 
crete, bulletin boarding them from the edge of the woods all the way up 
to the house We kicked them along as we made our way through the 
spring shower, splashing forward to the doorway and its steady, house- 
shaped warmth 



Until next y^JQ BE CONTINUED 



I think what you have always had trouble 
seeing is that people are people and none 
of them are perfect. People are always goin 
to fail at times and let you down. That's why 
the Bible says to keep your eyes on Jesus 
and not people. He does not let you down. 
I think people let you down, who profess to 
be Christian, and you consider it that Jesus 
failed you, somehow. I am sorry for howevei 
I may have contributed to your disillusionme 
with The Green. 
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INCREASE? RESOLUTION SACRIFICES THE BIS PICTURE. A COMPREHENSIVE OVERVIEW SACRIFICES 
A PETAILEP UNPgRSTANPINS. YOU CANT BE EVERYWHERE AT ONCE. LIFE IS INVISIBLE. I 
IS WHATS LEFT WHEN YOU STRIP AWAY EVERYTHING THAT CAN BE EXPLAINER 
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ON THE FACE OF IT, THIS MAY APPEAR TO BE NO- 




HOWEVER, BENEATH 
THE SUPeXFTCTJl 

ve/veex net, some- 
thing ALTOGETHER 

more tnamw/t. 
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SHE H^PPty PUT ME OFF 
rMF I'M U£lN.£ 
IT RIGHT NOW, AREN'T I? 
Pe&HAPS SHE REFERS IN- 
STEAD TO My ^OPTION 
OF — tf/V&RTff&PGX 




i -noun , ,- n 
aim* campus network link. 

1 lOrifan: W7fr-75| 



qutte simply, until i reach- 

EC? A CERTAIN AGE I HAP NEVER 
THOUGHT TO QUESTION THE - 






XT SHOULD B= NOTEC? HERE 
THAT I &T& ATTEMPT TO 
LEVERAGE WHEN 

FORMING My PHlUO&OPHy. 



BUT EVENTUALLY 
THE 7l£CRER4NCIE£ 
WERE TOO NUMEROUS 
TO IGNORE, I WAS 
NOTICING PATTERNS 
NO ONE ELSE WOULP 
AlPMYT TO £EE]NS, 
THERE W4£,„ 





ive be=n polms sawe rap- 
ing. ANF IT'S STARTrNG TC> 
SEEM THAT THESE 





IT WAS CONTINUES RESEARCH INTO THE INTELLECTUAL CONCEITS 
SURPOUNC?]NG THE FIRST AMERICAN REVOLUTION THAT SPLIRPEC? ME 
gEVONF THE RECEIVED MSITOM ANF HISTORICAL FROPAGANFA IV 
SEEN SO WITH IN MY YOUTH- 




W]TH PBR&PECrWE, THE PZ&SlOl&lY l?A/GV£Sr/0*/£& ORIGINS 
Of CHURCH ITOSMA WERE PRAWN INTO REL/EF* 




IT FlN^LLV ON ME THAT A RATIONAL ELIMINATION 

OF THE SOURCE MATERIAL SHOULDN'T TAKE FOR GRANTEF THE 
EXISTENCE OF A GOP(S), 






1-3 





THE T^PENCy HAP STILL E?E?N TO WORK 
FROM THEfSM TO TRV A*JP 
FJNC? gJTS OF SCRrPTJJRE! THAT CONFIRM* 
EC? THE BELIEFS j ALREADY HELP 





There ire nonfoihljcil ivntui^i along 
the order -of tonuncnian« on tbe OT, 

of Lhe coomunirY. war conduct 

compO«tkWHL benediction*. irtarRitaJ 
loi% and Htp«ntial (lYudMl) wrilinp 
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CART BEFORE 
THE 
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WHAT WAS THE 
A0OUT iSOPCS) IN~THe! 



OF KNOWLEDGE 
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WHILE THE CHlLFHOoF REVELATION THAT 
+REA£JTy f WAS NOT BEAL HAP BEEN SHOCKING 
ENOUGH, IT FWLEP 3E5IPE THE KNOWLEDGE THAT 

resents &£if&£&4r&ty f l/ec? to me. 




GRAPUdLLtf I ACCEPTED THAT PEOPLE LIEF, 
EVEN WHEN THEV J7IFNT MEAN TO t SlMPLV A£ 
* CONSEQUENCE OF 44*PE*FECT LANGUAGE 





NATURALLY THE OBSERVATION 
^TWW IN PARTICULAR, 




MEtfffy MLLER POG$ NOT 
AFPRESS RELK3I0N 




0RC34CHE$ THE TOPIC IN PASS- 
ING THEN MOVES ON TO SEEM- 
INGLY fflff£tATE& MATTERS. 



ONE CAN FOKGfYE HIM NOT 
WANTrNS TO SET 
P&WVlti TKE MlNUTAE, 




&&£T&EV£#y\e> MORE VlCt- 
OtJSf BUT EVEN £ff.£?,i7 PlRECT. 




OSTENSl^L^ HE AR6UEP 
FAITH, FESF1TE THE INSCRUT- 
ABLE NATURE OF THE WORLP. 




put iiiaii is st> unseed oy sysie^s 1 and aiwuci deduction^ imi \\t is reaa 

to distort the truth deliberately, he is ready to deny the evidence of his sen 
so long as he justifies his logic. All civilisation does is to develop in man 
nany-sidedness of his sensations, and nothing, absolutely nothing more, j 
through the development of his many-sidedness man, for all we know, ma 
each the stage when he will find pleasure in bloodshed. This has already 
to him. Have you noticed that the most subtle shedders of blood have aim 
invariably been most civilised men, compared with whom all the Alt i las a 
Stcnka Razins were just innocent babes, and if they arc not so outstanding 
as A it i la and Stcnka Razin it is because we meet them so often, because tl 
are too ordinary, and because we have got use to them. At any rate, civil is 
las made man, if not more bloodthirsty, then certainly more hideously an 
justice and exterminated those he thought necessary to exterminate with a 
we consider bloodshed an abomination and we engage in this ahominatio 
ic is not stupid, he is monstrously ungrateful Phenomenally ungrateful. I 
hat the best definition of man is-a creature who walks on two legs and is 
meaning of human life can he summed up in the one statement that man i 
of proving to himself every minute that he is a man and not an organ-stop 
to he absolutely sure about it), perhaps the whole ait n mankind is striving 
l ies in this incessant process of achievement, or (to put it di litre ntly) in H 
the attainment of any goal, which, needless 
is losay. ei formula; but twice-lwo-makcs-f 
sentury must be, and i^mdeed morally bou 
on the other hand, a/nan of act ion/is most! 
direct, the inevitable, and the Ultimate res 
to put it different I y--comci#u$ness leads to 



NEITHER OF THESE /MEN 
COULP ESCAPE THE 
CONCLUSION THAT 
THE MAP /£ MPT 

m£ TERff/roxy. 




TO MY MOTHER/ AN ATHEJST IS 
RUNNING FROM Tfil/Trt. 



WHAT SHE FOESN'T 

$7j4At£? IS THAT I NEVER 
tf**47K£> TO STOP RELIEVING, 



IT SIMPLY BECAME INEVITABLE. 




AS A CHILP I NEVER OUESTlONEF THE 



WW CAM TELL 
LSABAJT THE 
A*&*Ti£ PAUL ? 



TO 5TUC7V WAS ENOUGH, 



df>P£AS£F TO A4ti£. 
WHILE HE WAS CM 

*-<-' i, *. 





AW? YET, IT WAS THE &T£/£?y 
THAT LEAP TO G£/£$r/0A/£ t 



ASS VBU £ ETTIKC Tr 4 



HEKE 1*1 



IMAGINE SURPRISE TO FINF 
THAT dMEfTMN* WERE MO&T 




THE MEN 78WEUN& tWTH PAUL T*ERE 



SVT WxEtf HE &FEk£P MS EYES 

he coulp see N&nms. 



t AM MW#*f Hfltf AS£ fE£££OuT-kG.. ' 

he ftepuen wow tser up amp ac rm 

CtTY> AVP SEW MiLL 5E 7&LP tWAT HXf 




MA/VEs BUT WHAT MA#M f TfiVTtf? 



ttH4T I WKE FPKW THIS IS THAT EGftElVtES 
TV5 E&7X&USMEP jU/Tft&MTf££ 
A%£ PUr*J[7 Td THg TftyTH, 





I REAP THE ARTICLE >Oy SENT ME. 
ALL THAT WAS JUST ABOUT OVER My 
HEAR f REAU r &P\"7 CARE. I KNOW 
THAT IS THE WRONG ATTfT&PS* I AM 

just not a 'club* person. My 

MOTHER RAISEP ME THAT WAy AMP 
ALL THAT POLITICAL STUFF & OS&T A 
&I& KLU&' TIP ME. I KN&W WE NEEP 
PEOPLE WHO ARE CONCERNEP ANP 
HELP KEEP ALL THESE POLITICAL 
PEOPLE IN CHECK, BUT /T IS 
JUST MOT ME, 




I SOT PUT OH THE COMMITTEE 
TO REVi£E THE 3y-LAW£ FOR 
THE E&UARE PANCE CLlfS ANP 
I JUST PIPN'T CARE. 



I HAP ANOTHER &UESTI&N I WANTEP 

TO ASK you BEFORE I *W ONTO 
THE ART/OLE I SENT r&v, I KNOW you 
HAVE BEEN REAPING ABOUT REL&iONS 
OTHER THAN CHRiSTiANtTy. My QUEST- 
WHAT PIP JE£U£ E*>ER PO TO 
rOU TO TURN ?Oif OFF TO HIM? I KNOW 
you m'\X CHRl£ 77A.Y PEOPLE ARE 
HyP&CRITES. AW? SOME ARE. AO 
ONE IS PERFECT ANP WE ALL FAJL 
FROM TIME TO TIME, IF y$U THINK 
SOME OTHER RELIGION IS BE TVER 
THAN CHR/S TiAtirtY BECAUSE OF 
THIS, WhATPQ YOU THINK ABOUT 
THE PEOPLE M THAT RELI&ON? 
ARE THEy PERFECT? HOW PO >OU 
REACT TO THEM WHEN THEV FAIL? 



I JtfST CAME UP WITH ALL 
THESE QUESTIONS 




her »wwe of reference is just so, 



NOT -OR A &EC&MP FOES SHE COH$\- 
PGR THAT THgRE WSHT BE REAS&MS 

sehinp my 3£LiEF£r ones that 

&OMT Fl^ECTLV VS HE*. 




FROM RER PERSPECTJVE, 
SOMEHOW R£S?ONSrBl_£ 
]N£3 TLRH6J? MS AWAY FROM 
RSLJSlON - 




THAT £i/&TLE £&&TjEXT 
SHE'S TAKlNS IT AIL BACK TO THE 
TIME I FOLW OLT SHE HAP SEtf 
WfTH A SUV SHE WAS PATINA 





RAST A CERTAIN POINT, IT BECAME 
POSSIBLE TO BELIEVE ;4 THE iNERSANCy 
MATE^AL THAT SO 03VI0USLV PE- 
JfcVEP -SOW £AXL/£# 



SHE SEEMS INTENT ON PENVING /WE RE J 
6?DM5IBIUrV POJ? MV OWN THOUGHTS, 



STRANGELY 1 , SHE ARGUES 
THE L&CAL?Ty THAT YJAS SEEN AS EW- 
JZEAf&E OF Ef*&TEX'£ BURGEONING 
tANP ULTIMATELY LIMITING) 75HE/<<£*f - 



SHE tMStST&r IN&TEAp, THAT OUR 
PHrLOSOPHlES MU$T ^WEHPW BE fi^- 
TftN&LEPi m SPrTE Of THE PWyS/CAL 
J?f£TAM££g INVOLVES?, OUJ? VrEWS 
MUST SEMAlN f£>SMrt£AL, ftf&/&T- 






FOES THIS MEAN THAT SHE'S FACJNS 
HER OWN £T*KS/j£ <5*P WW? 






IT WOULP 3E FdR TOO SrMPLE AN AN£- 
WER." ONE SHE WOULP ESTEEM 7"£?t? 

LASMTZr. FOR ME TO CCN'CEPE -HAT 
HE? SINGLE ACT OF W?OCK$Y, OVER 
WFTEEM y£AZ£ TURNED ME 

A.W FROM SOP AnP THE CHURCH, 




EtftMPLE.* THE EPFORT £HE EXPENPEP 
TO COMVlNCE A1E 1 ML"£T PE tf^^ £1MPLV 
0ECALSE £HE CiXJUPNT CONCEDE OF J 
tfET£#&&£X£J'AL MALE EMRING TO 
WEAR A PFEES l.M PJ&^IC 



NO f she absolutely ^/jp- v&r w4nt 

ME TO BE GAY„, BUT AN UNHAPPY t?£W- 
&4/£/eW 15 SOMETIMES FffEFE&tBLE 
TO ACKNOWLEPSIN3 dM&f&£/fTf££ IS" j3N 
ALReAPV-AO^PTEP PICTURE OF REALITY 



AN WrTH MO OBVIOUS RE- 

SOLUTION, I'LL ALWAVS FINP MV^ELF 
SCRUTINZEP ON HER ^CRATCH PAP. 




IT WILL TES"' HER ATr£tfTK?tf SPAtf, 
BUT THEM THAT WILL TEACH HER BETTER 

THAN TO AStf GUEST/CMS WHEN SHE 
POESNT REALLV WAN* THE ANSW£tt* 





THIS WILL 5£WE CH|E?LV AS A #tf£T~ 
OfffCAL EX£ffCfSE FOR ME. I PONT 
EXPECT MUCH rT TO SINK IN. 



MOST LIKEUW SHE'LL COME A^AV FRCM 
THE INTERACTION RETAINING ONLy A 
ANGULAR CONCEPTUAL CONSTRUCT; 




1 



THEN WHV EVEN VMY HOT 

JUST >*^/£? THE TOPIC ALTOGETHER? 
yoUVE CERTAINLY EXERCl&EP THAT 
OPTrON SO PAR. V-'HV STfR IT ALL UP 



SH E'S LtTERALLy FOR IT SHE 

SAVS SHE WANT£ TO UNPE££T£NF ME. 






X'VE E£EN MEANING TO WRTTE SOVE 

of th;s fcwn anvwav: rve been 

CARPVJNG IT AROLW FOS >1EAR^ 




MAVBe THIS ONCE I'LL CAFfrttL47£f 
ACCEPT HER INFLUENCE AS AN EXCUSE, 




1 



I WILL SAV f 

/re 





Thomas found no paper on the front step. 

Therefore, he reasoned, no newspaper could actually exist. 

The number of people required to produce such an artifact could, 
quite simply, never be forced together, never be entrusted to bring 
such a project to fruition. Thomas dismissed the idea as self- 
evident lunacy. As with other, would-be conspiracies, this "news- 
paper" business, if it were ever truly attempted, would immediately 
run afoul of man s signal inability to cooperate effectively The 
whole endeavor would end in disaster. Thomas pictured a manage- 
ment team showing up at the office and attempting to corral the 
so-called ''newsmen" into some semblance of order. Let's put this 
edition to bed, the managers would say. Sure, their subordinates 
would reply, we ll get right on top of that boss. And then they would 
go to lunch. The whole concept of a metropolis of workers, each 
synchronizing his movements to the other, alt in some effort to 
compile a grand codex of halftoned words and photographs. . 
Ostensibly a periodical source of news and sports-related infor- 
mation,., Implausible wasn't the word. The idea was like some- 
thing that would come out of a liberal arts college. Thomas 
understood that in the end, nothing really worked. Thus, it fol- 
lowed that no newspaper could or would be delivered to Thom- 
as' door, on this or any other morning. 



Thomas looked down. Perhaps he was surprised to see that the 
newspaper still wasn't where it should have been. He wiped the 
condensation from the front of his visor and planted his feet in 
the d oo way, fixing his gaze upon the concrete stoop. Why was 
he here? He meant specifically. His eyes focused on a rough 
patch of masonry shaped, vaguely, like a copy of The New York 
Times. He was slowly becoming aware that his lips were chapped. 

What... 

He tried to remember why he was standing there, holding the door 
open, facing out onto the street. Nothing came to mind save for an 
awareness of the relentless, frozen sheets of air that were blowing 
past his face. After several moments, he became enticed by the 
sounds emanating from inside the house, and so he retreated back 
into the living room, He sat down by the fireplace and started to pull 
on the hair that protruded from his chin. He would often affect this 
pose whenever he found himself confused. 



Presently, Eva came in with the tea 

Thomas regarded her suspiciously, conjecturing that she must 
have prepared this tea herself, not simply poured it, pre-mixed, 
from a jug or a bottle delivered by the government truck. It would 
later prove that his suppositions had been correct. But at present, 
Eva refused to discuss her inspiration. Why organic tea? He 
wrinkled his eyebrows with palpable irritation and stared at her, 
knowing perfectly well that his tendency towards interpreting 
simple results as the fruit of complex machinations should not 
distract him such that his tea would go cold I'm being silly, he 
thought to himself Next, he'd be accusing her of inventing, then 
hiding, and finally denying the existence of, his daily newspaper 

He resolved not to say anything about it for now 



The feed to his visor had gone dark, sometime, he thought, in 
the past week. The boys down at the switching station had gotten 
so wrapped up in their chatter and practical jokes that the feed had 
ceased to be maintained This group of teenage boys had allowed 
any number of code pools to become irretrievably poisoned. Ob- 
viously, the problem had yet to be amended. The cause of the ser- 
vice disruption was the logical result of leaving unsupervised boys 
in charge of the running system. There. Blunt common sense. No 
conspiracy required. 

Though it could have been sabotage 



Thomas looked down. Perhaps he was surprised to see that the 
From the perspective behind Thomas' visor, everything had simply 
gone black. Neighborhood residents were skeptical that the city's 
plans for replacing the youths with middle-aged housewives would 
yield a network any more reliable than the one that already existed. 
The real problem was that this new technology simply didn't scale. 
You couldn't expect everyone to get online at the same time without 
ramping up the system's capacity. Unsupervised boys or no. Thom- 
as doubted if any demographic could keep the thing running without 
the assistance of authorized Green technicians. Of course, that w- 
ould cost money. On a related note, did the Green Consortium really 
think that these middle-aged women were going to subject them- 
selves to working for lower wages even than what they could make 
at home? Such mind-numbing manual labor that didn't even result 
in new additions to the family? Like the aforementioned "newspaper" 
idea, the scheme simply didn't wash. 

How the networks had ever been built in the first place was also a 
damned mystery. The secrets of net construction had apparently 
passed into the realm of myth - an area where Thomas carefully 
abstained from treading. Just what had inspired Jeff Bezos to invent 
the Netscape browser? The world might never know for sure. To be 
certain, claims had been staked out by all of the usual suspects: 
Church leaders, government agencies, atheist intellectuals -- the 
full gamut of unreliable sources. But Thomas was confident he 
knew the real score. He had realized early in life that they all made 
up stories - lies, in fact — that weren't supported by the available 
evidence. Anyone who advanced a positive claim was merely cov- 
ering an angle. No one knew the real history of the Green. Or s at the 
very least, he was certain there had been mistakes in the recording 

Just as well, then, that young people not be misled by this wild tale 
of human beings working together towards a collective goal. It might 
make for a ripping yarn, fine, but that sort of cooperation just wasn't 
going to happen. Not that he could see. In his experience, human 
beings were incapable of effective organization, even if sometimes 
his mind liked to hallucinate collaboration amongst his enemies. It 
would make more sense if the networks had simply grown them- 
selves. 



You had to market your trash to the trash men, or else they would 
stubbornly refuse to take it away. Thomas knew this to be true, but 
still he couldn't find the time to arrange his various bags and recep- 
tacles pleasantly enough to attract their attention. Instead, garbage 
would pile up for several weeks before he'd finally be forced to trudge 



down to the edge of the yard, spit on the road, and go to work creat- 
ing a minimally effective layout These city trash men thought they 
were critics, Thomas knew full well that as insiders to the waste re- 
clamation industry, their own garbage would never be subjected to 
the ridicule of their peers. Instead., a trash man's refuse would be 
hauled off periodically, sight-unseen. Thomas resented the situation 
because it just wasn't fair. He could feel his hate for the double- 
standard solidifying in his back. Why did consumers let the govern- 
ment get away with this? 



Thomas spied his friend Gordon coming up the road. 
"What up, G?" he asked. 

"I dunno, man. Field trip around the sun, I guess " 

Thomas fingered his visor until the face of his friend came into focus. 
Gordon had that look about him, as if he'd just been slipped counter- 
feit money. (Money. Another conspiratorial delusion. Thomas was 
undecided as to whether this particular fiction was of sufficient utility 
to warrant his playing along. Convenient, since he was usually 
broke.) 

"What are you doing to your face," asked Gordon. 
"What do you mean? 11 

"There, your face. Why are you moving your hand around as if you 
were manipulating some sort of device, or making some sort of min- 
ute adjustments to your eyebrows. There's nothing there. Just that 
wrinkly old skin wrapped around your skull." 

Thomas moved to punch Gordon in the arm. Just then, he slipped off 
of the stairs and toppled to the ground. He felt his hip shift out of its 
socket as he struck the hard stone beneath him. Resigned to the pain, 
he put his hand down in the snow and groaned. 

"Can you help me up, please?" he said. "My damn ass is broken." 

Perversely, Thomas' visor clicked through its boot-up sequence and 
once again resumed service 

Click. Click Click. 

But the settings were futzed. Thomas could see through Gordon's 
pants. 

Nice briefs he saidfO BE CONTINUED 

continued at http://1oct1&93..com 




ni355ivefic1«n5 com 



